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    This book is dedicated to the dreamers, the stepped on and down trodden. The wrongfully convicted and oppressed. Sometimes we need fantasy to escape to.
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Chapter 1: Five Wishes
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Liber prison...  

Ridgeville, South Carolina...

Abdur Rashid left the law library, hand full of his legal work. He was fighting to give back the 30 years he was wrongly sentenced to. The detective over the case felt disrespected and threatened by Rashid. He was angered that Rashid didn't show him the respect he thought was due to a police officer, while Rashid despised the cops. The detective was targeting Rashid’s baby brother who was not close to being a thug in the street. Contrary, he was actually a straight laced guy with aspirations of being a civil and mechanical engineer. When Rashid’s mother told him the police  threatened to lock her baby boy up, Rashid flipped out. He called the detective and threatened him if he didn't back off. subsequent to the call the detective out the warrants on Rashid instead. Crazy thing is he actually told the truth in his police report. However, Rashid was a young black man in America, beefing with the police. He was railroaded at trial and sentenced to 30 years  in the department of corrections.

Now here he was, on his daily walk back to the dorm from the law library. Then the sky opened up and something crashed into the ground about ten feet in front of him. The impact created a huge crater that sucked Rashid down with the ground. After rolling to a stop he stood in shock, staring at a real life spaceship. There was a huge hole he could see on this side of the ship. It ran from the front to the middle. He walked to the ship, curious, and entered. What he saw shocked him more. There were dead people, Aliens, laying around dead. Except for one. A purple woman, chest rising in shallow, painful breaths. Her head was tilted wrong, neck broken. Rashid pulled off his shirt, thinking to press it to her wounds — but she was cut nearly in half. She wouldn’t survive.

She clutched a gold-and-green box to her chest. She tried to speak, but only blood came out. She died on her last breath.

Rashid hesitated, then gently took the box from her arms. Inside was a golden, jewel-encrusted lamp. It glowed in his hands. He rubbed the green jewels and rubies.

Smoke poured out — red, purple, gold — swallowing the room.

Rashid waved his hands, coughing, backing up—

A massive purple man with gold eyes and red robes appeared before him.

Rashid screamed and tried to run, but the man touched his shoulder. Rashid froze in place.

The being shrank down to Rashid’s height.

“Master,” he said with a flourish, “you have no reason to fear. I am Zontorreos, your genie.”

Rashid’s heart hammered. He stumbled backward, tripping over the dead woman.

Zontorreos’ expression softened. “I will tell you how we came to this moment.”

He explained the ship, the delegates, the traitor who killed them, and the purple woman — the King’s personal assassin — who fought him even while dying.

Then Zontorreos said something that made Rashid pause.

“She chose you, master.”

Rashid frowned. “Chose me? She didn’t even know me.”

“She saw your intent,” Zontorreos said. “You tried to help her. Even though she was not of your world. Even though she was dying. To her people, intent is everything.”

Rashid looked at her again, something twisting in his chest. “Who was she?”

“She was Vharai,” Zontorreos said. “To most galaxies, they are known as the Race of Killers.”

Rashid shook his head. “She doesn’t look like a killer.”

“They were not born killers,” Zontorreos said. “They were made. Forged. Their world was once peaceful — scholars, builders, dreamers. But when a species that fed on fear invaded, the Vharai learned that mercy could not save them. They adapted. They became the most feared assassins in the known galaxies... not for cruelty, but for survival.”

Rashid stared at her body. “She fought that traitor even while dying.”

“She fought until her last breath,” Zontorreos said. “And when she saw you try to help her... she believed you worthy of carrying what she died to protect.”

Rashid clenched his jaw. “I’m gonna find out who she was. Her name. Her story. I’m not gonna let her be just another body.”

Zontorreos bowed. “Then you honor her more than most ever did.”

The genie straightened. “Now, according to the laws of my creation, I am your servant. You have five wishes.”

Rashid swallowed. “Alright... I wish we were in my room. And nobody knows I left.”

Zontorreos waved his hand.

They were suddenly in Rashid’s prison cell.

Rashid sat on his bed, breathless. “Okay... it’s real.”

––––––––
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ZONTORREOS SIMPLY BENT his head in acknowledgment. “You have four wishes remaining,” the genie said. Now sir, I must explain the rules that bound me.

He went on to explain that he could not meddle in love. He could not grant more wishes. He could not change his last masters wishes for his new master, if a situation like that occurred. He could not bring back the dead. He could not take his master to Nun. Rashid listened to the rules and was caught up in, what could only be called, being star struck. Do you have any questions?, Zontorreos asked? Hell yeah I got questions. But the only one right now, how long do I have to make my wishes? Zontorreos tilted his head and said as long as you want. “You have four wishes remaining,” the genie said. “Choose them with clarity.” A Wiseman takes his time when considering life sleeping altering changes. But I would turn your attention to what's going on outside right now. Rashid looked out his window not believing he forgot about the ship out there.

It had been a whole 24 hours since the crash and Rashid had spent most of the night asking Zontorreos questions. Now this morning the warden came in and said they would be moving the entire unit in  four days to different facilities around the State until the feds finished their investigation.

Rashid decided he wanted to be gone in those four days. He sat in his bed with a pen and began writing. From his questions to Zontorreos, he never once heard that he couldn't make multiple wishes into one big wish. He wrote a list of things he wished he could do and wanted. After he finished he said I'm ready to make my first, I mean my second wish.. Your wish is my will. Ok, I wish that I get a full pardon from the governor of all crimes I was convicted of. And be released Monday morning.

Zontorreos said your wish is my will. It if done. Ok, my next wish is to be immortal. But he didn’t step back. Instead, he moved closer, voice deepening.

“Master... immortality is not a simple path. Before you walk it, you should understand what it has done to others.”

Rashid raised an eyebrow. “Like who?”

“A ruler from the galaxy of Vhal-Teruun,” Zontorreos said. “He sought immortality to protect his empire. He believed endless life meant endless strength.”

“What happened?”

“He lived long enough to see every joy turn to ash,” Zontorreos said. “He watched his children die. Then their children. He watched friends fade, enemies crumble, and his empire rise and fall a dozen times. He lived long enough to see every mistake he ever made return to him. Every cruelty. Every kindness. Every consequence.”

Zontorreos’ eyes dimmed.

“In the end, he begged for death. And when he finally chose to die... he died alone.”

Rashid swallowed. “Damn...”

“No, master,” Zontorreos said softly. “You do not understand. Not yet. But you will.”

Rashid leaned back. “Man... tell me something. How did you come to be?”

Zontorreos straightened. “I was born from the heart of a dying star. A star that drank from the Primordial Waters — the first ocean, older than galaxies. When that star collapsed, its core touched the Waters again... and I was reborn. I am both death and rebirth. Light and memory.”
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